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HEIR OF THE HOUSE OF OLDFIELD. 
(Continued from page 102.) 

THE housekeeper having thus 
fully satisfied herself of the true cause 
of Sinister’s complaint; she retired to 
his chamber, to expostulate with him on 
his cruelty to himself and her in smoth- | 
ering any secret that’ oppressed him: 
and mildly reproached his want of con-, 
fidence in her so long experienced af- 
fection. ‘There was nothing, not even| 
her life, that she would hesitate to sa-/ 
crifice, for the dear object of her affec- 





tions. What would become of her, and} 
/ minute enquiries after the youth., 


her helpless babes, if he gave way to 
such causeless but ruinous regrets! If 





he died, Heaven knew, they must all! 


go to the work-house ; for, to be sure, 
his fine son would soon turn them out of 


eo __ 





doors, and perhaps not long have aj 
house over his own head! with this) 
kind of language, to which he but lit- 





tle attended, she contrived to keep her | 


Not so fast!” interrupted Sinister. “I 
have been thinking of a plan: If this 
boy could be privately secured and sent 
abroad, so that [ might never see him 
again, cost what it would, I should be 
happy. enough.—‘ Give yourself no 
more trouble about it,” said she, “ you 
tnay ¥eckon the thing done, and sleep in 
peace.” —n the morning, she informed 
the steward, of what had passed, be- 
tween her and her master; and he con- 
sented though with some reluctance, to, 
undertake the task. Accordingly he 
spent the whole of that day, in making 
He 
even traced him to the little ale-house, 
where he had been lodged and: refresh- 
ed; but the landlord and his wife pro- 
tested they had séen nothing of him for 
several days, and they were very anxi- 
ous to know what had become of 
him. ‘They declared he was the gentlest 
and best creature in the world; and 


tongue in motion for some hours; and they never loved a chiid of their own 
he, who was all the time pondering on | so well, for they believed he was an an- 


the means by which he should effectu- | 
ally get rid of this last Heir of the House 
of Oldfield, began to ask what she 


thought of the steward, conscience has- | 


tily interpreted this question; she tart- 
ly replied, that he was an ugly wretch, 
and that she could never abide him. 
“TIT do not mean,” said Sinister, “ to 
ask your opinion of his beauty; but do 
you thir his fidelity can be confided in, 
can he keep a secret ?”—*Q ! yes repli- 
ed she, glad to find there was no jea- 
lousy, “ I have tried him many and ma- 
ny’s the time, and you would be really 
astonishéd, were I to tell you how weil 
he can keep a secret !—— Not so fast— 


gel.—The steward now told them; that 
if he came again, he begged they would 
send him word ; and, if they would pro- 
mise to keep asecret he would tell them 
the truth. ‘The boy he swore was his 
own son; and had run away from his 
mother in France, who was breakin 

her heart in his absence: all he wanted, 
was to secure the young rogue, and 
send him back to his mother, till his 
grandfather died ; when I wil! return to 
my wife, and live like a gentleman, on 
my own family estate. The good souls, 
who believed every syllable the steward 
said, promised to do as he had told 











them ; and they would religiously have 





oe >| 
7 which covere:! it, he sawthe name of | 
Susan Slipshod, written with the pur- 


©) what were his feelings when on entering | 
the house, he found her flirting and 
"> romping with one of her father’s hay- 
©) makers. He dropped the basket as if 
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kept their word, had voung Oldfield 
niortunately furnished them with an 
Opportunity. But providence was 
pleased to dispose of him otherwise. — 
( To be continued. ) 
wintomon 
AMBITION. 

The active mind of man seldom or 
never rests satisfied with its present 
condition, however prosperous. Origi- 
nally formed for a wider range of ob- 
ject, for a higher sphere of enjoy- 
ments, it finds itself, in every situation 
of fortune, straightened and confined. 


Sensible of deficiency in its state, it is | 


€ver sending forth, the tond desire, the 
aspiring wish after something beyond 
what is enjoyed at present. Hence that 
restlessness which prevails so generally 
among mankind—Hence that disgust 
of pleasures which they have tried ; that 
passion for novelty ; that ambition of ri- 
sing to some degree of eminence, of fe- 
licity, of which they have formed to 
themseives an indistinct idea; all which 
may be considered as indications of a 
certain native, original greatness in the 
human soul, swelling beyond the limits 
of its present condition and pointing at 
the higher objects for which it was 
made, 
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COLIN AND susAN—or T'rue love Rewarded. 
(Concluded from page 102.) 
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foremost. Luckily it was not deep, y 
that he had time for reflection, and afin 
some time decided that it would be be, 
ter to shoot himself. He however Wer 
home to put on dry clothes, and on ep, 
tering the house was seized with a Vis 
olent chill and immediately put to be 
—he obstinately refused all remedig 
| for he wished not to live : he was, hoy. 
| ever, pursuaded to take a little sage te 
and a small piece of hot buckwheg 
cake. Susan, who by this time had 
‘heard of his illness, came flying on the 
| wings of love, to comfort and assist him: 
but alas! on entering the room, she 
‘found him stretched, and apparently 
lifeless, on the bed. Imagination can. 
not conceive the despair that fastened 
on her heart. “Too faithful Colin!” 
she exclaimed, “have I then driven 
thee to this! would that thou hadst ne. 
ver seen this face, the cause of thy de- 
struction! revive ! revive ! or let me pe- 
rish with thee! she spoke, and seemed 
almost annihilated with grief. Swift 
as the lightning from the cloud that 
gave it birth, Colin started from the 
couch Where he lay in counterfeited 
death, and clasped the constant maiden 
in his arms, *’Mhou art mine,” he cri- 
ed, “Thou art mine and I am happy.” 
The protectors of Colin, and the parents 
of Susan gave their consent to the 
match, but advised to wait a year, that 











Colin having recovered from his sur- 
prise, began to reproach himself for not | 
having enquired her name, when he per- | 
ceived that she had forgotten her basket: | 
upon one corner of the handkerchief! 


te ple juice of the pokeberry. He pressed | 

) it to his lips with rapture, and hastened | 
after her with the basket, as he knew) 
where Farmer Slipshod lived. But, 


they might have time for mature con- 
sideration: “ for,” said the old people, 


{most prudently, “though ’tis an old 


Saying, happy’s the wooing that’s not 
ong a-doing, yet ’tis a much older one, 
hot love is soon cold.” They passed 
their year of probation with unexampled 
constancy, and were united. So #reat 
is their affection towards each other, 
that when their neighbours wish ta, 
speak of any uncommon attachment to 
each other, they say “ They agg as lov- 
ing as Golin and Susannah.” 





> thunderstruck-+he ran precipitately to 


"the field where his cows were grazing, 


ze. ti ” and threw himself into the brook head 


Mercutio. 
a he 


ANCIENT AND MODERN GALLANTRY. 


Nothing can be more unlike the mir- 
rors of chivalry than our modern fine 





























AND LITERARY 





wtiemene Women are now won by 
itery, not by fighting ; a safer court- 
i, undoubtedly for the men, and a 
ye amusing, though perhaps less glo- 
ys for the ladies. Instead of deliv- 
ing their dames from giants and mon- 
's, they endeavour to increase that 
onster breeding, that giant passion of | 
e mind, vanity. ‘They first extend 






















€ tlm. tyrant’s power, and then share the 
heat anny, till they become as necessary 

had the fair sex, as a jackall to a lion: 
| the fey are to provide a constant supply for 





satiable female vanity. Some of them, 
;deed, are so kind and so humble, as 
»share the office, and cater tolerably 
ell for themselves. 
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GOOD NATURE. 


‘Good nature is as graceful to the 
ind, as beauty is to the body. It 
akes virtue appear in the most amia- 
Ne light, and adds a lustre to every 
her good quality. It gives the finishing 
roke, if I may so say, to a handsome 
ace, and spreads such an engaging 
sweetness Over. it, as no art can. equal, 
yor any words describe. On the other 
and, the frowns of ill nature disgrace 
he finest countenance: not even the 
rinkles of old age, can render it more 
homely or deformed. A scold, though 
ever so handsome, is universally hated | 
and avoided: the very sight of her is) 
odious, and her company intolerable. 
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. They who are always looking in their | 
 BBglass, will not be much disposed to | 
| MBlook into their character. ‘l’o spend 
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MISCELLANY. 


LEISURE HOURS.—wNoO. 6. 


‘** A habitation, giddy and unsure, 
Hath he, that buildeth on the vulgar heart.” 
Shakspeare. 

The approbation of one man of sense should 
be of more weight than the acclamation of 
thousands of the rabble-—The wise never make 
up their judgment until they have impartially 
examined every action and weighed them in 
the scale of reason; and when once formed 
upon this solid basis, it will require no small 
degree of art to overthrow it: while on the 
other hand, the multitude (led by the impulse 
of the moment,) while they are now rending 
our ears with acclamations of praise, may to- 
morrow, be equally ready, to sacrifice us to 
their fury. ‘* So various is the fate of a peoples 
idol; to-day he is worshiped as a god, to-mor. 
row cast into the fire.” 

With every minute do they change a 

mind ;” 

** And call him noble that was now their hate, 
** Him vile that was their garland. os 





Eugenius. 
—e ¢ 
Three bucks passing along the road, met a 
grave old gentleman, with whom they hada 
mind to be witty. ‘* Good morrow, father 
Abraham,” said the first—‘*Good morrow fath- 
er Isaac,” said the next—Good morrow fataer 
Jacob” cried the last. “I am neither Abraham, 
Isaac nor Jacob” rejoined the old man, “ but 
Saul the son’of Kish, who came to seek his fa- 
ther’s asses ; and lo, here I have found three of 
them.” 
——? +o 


Beaulieu was one day visited by a noble and 
unprofessional person, who reproached him, 
with not having returned his first visit. “ You 
and 1” said the satyrist, “are upon different 
terms. I lose my time when I pay a visit—you 
only get rid of yours when you do so. 


— oo 


An ignornnt man boasting of his library of 
French books, said that he hada great col- 
lection, but he was surprised that all the 
French productions were the works of one 
Tome. 


ay @ Bee wm 





whole hours every morning at the toilet, 
is notta likely method to mark the rest 
of the day down for wisdom. 


a + 


A misfortune derived from our birth, 
or contracted in our infancy, Ceases to 


be a misfortune in our riper ape: it] 


changes its appearance as we become 
More accustomed to it; but nursed in 





the lap of ease, and a splendid fortune, 
it is hard to endure a reverse of cir- 
cumstances. 


In a private conversation, the late earl of Cha. 
‘tham asked Dr. Henniller, amopg other ques. 
tions, how he would define wit. The doctor re- 
iplied, “© My lord, wit is like what a pension 
would be, given by your lordship to your hum. 
ble servant—a good thing well applied.” 


ER eee 


Upon the late Dr. Johnston’s return from his 
tour into Scotland, a lady at whose house he 
called, had got ready what is called a hotch potch 
for dinner. After the doctor had tasted it, she 





took an opportunity of asking him if it was 
good ? ** Very good for hogs,” answered the 
doctor—‘‘ Then pray,” said the lady, “let me 
help you to a little more.” 
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ON A VERY YOUNG LADY. 


So brightly sweet, Amelia’s eyes 
Their rising beams display, 

That, as the parched Indians, we 
E’en dread the coming day : 

For if her morning rays with 
Such unusual vigour stream, 

How must the unhappy heart be scorch’d 
With her meridian beam, 

If now she innocently kill 
With an unaiming dart, 

Who shall resist her, when with skill 
She levels at the heart ? 

If with such smiles the pretty nymph 
Now captivates the sense, 

What when her glory’s at the height, 
Will be their influence. 


a RO Ge ee 
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SONG. 
Bewoxrn yon gaudy painted flow’r, 
Gay blushing to the morning rays ; 
It sprung and blossom’d in an hour, 
With night’s chill blast its bloom decays. 
Yet thoughtless maidens as they rove, 
Mistake, and call this flow’ret love ; 
But love’s true flow’r, before it springs, 
Deep in the breast its fibres shoots, 
And clasps the heart, and round it clings, 
And fastens by a thousand roots ; 
Then bids its strengthen’d tendrils climb, 
And braves the chilling blast of time. 


——~ ¢ ee 


HOPE. 

Go, gentle Hope ! thou friend to faithful love, 
And hasten on the lazy-footed hours ; 

To fond expectant lovers constant prove, 
And strew their path with ever blooming 

flowers. 

From thy illumin’d mansion in the sky 

Thou com’st to cheer the traveller’s lonely 


way ; 
Thou wip’st the pearly drops from Sorrow’s 
eye, 
And paint’st the joys of Fortune’s happier 
day. 


Go, when the ocean’s stormy billows roar, 
And soothe the sailor while he stems the 
waves ; 
And waft him safely to his native shore, 
And give him all the happiness he craves. 
Angel of light ! to me thy smile be given, 
And show my cares a sweet repose in Heaven. 


ED Oo ree 


_ON A BUTTERFLY—Painted by Miss D—. 


From Iris sure the pencil fell, 
Fresh dipt in skyey dews, 

That bade these wings reflect so well _ 
The rainbow’s various hues. | 
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Nor need we wonder, since in Heay'y 
The virtues rank so high, 
That e’en a Goddess aid has giv’n 
To paint Clementia’s fly. 
— +e 
MOR * ING, 
Tov shedd’st afar thy all pervading beam 
That scares th’ unsightly demons of 4 
night ; 
The waters of the distant ocean gleam 
With hues of gold and rainbow éolq 
bright. 
The shepherd marks thy lustre, dewy, tuild, 
Increasing spread, and tunes his pipe wit 
glee ; 
The hunter leaves his cabin in the wild, 
And, bounding, pours his ardent soul to the 
Sun of the morning! shed thy purple light, 
That calis the swain to meadow, bower 
grove, 
To meet the buskin’d maid, his soul’s delight, 
And weave fresh garlands for the brows 
love. 
ee ed 
ON THE DEATH OF MISS M’S CANARY BIRD, 
Ye muses, mourn o’er little Watty’s fate, 
His life so harmless, and so short his date, 
*Mid noise of war and threatening nations rage, 
His voice pacific charm’d us from his ¢age ; 
By fondness waich’d he tun’d the artless lay, 
And spent in song his4ittle life away ! 


Oh death! relentless ! could not Watry’s plume 


Of gold so glitt’ring have repell’d his doom! 
Might not his days, so carelessly employed, 
Have one spring more in innocence enjoy’d. 
Ah no—where Mary’s charms—suspend not 
pain, 

In vain is beauty—harmony in vain : 

Poor little vird—thy mistress could not save! 
Thy all, her tears, her fondness, and a grave. 


—— + ee 


THE WANDERER FIXED. 

At Beauty’s shrine I long have bow’d, 

At each new face my heart has glow’d, 
With something like a passion ; 

But dull insipid joys I found, 

The bliss no genuine raptures crown’d, 
The fair love—dut from fashion ! 

Inconstant I of course became, 

No care kept up the lambient flame 
Which thus unheeded died ; 

To whim was sacrific’d each grace, 

To vanity each pleasing face, 
And love too oft to pride. 

At length I fair Eliza saw 

Whose beauties fire, whose virtues awe, _ .. 
I gaz’d, admir’d and lov’d ; 

Her kind attention soothes each care, 


} Naught can my happiness impair, 


Sinc@ by her I am approv’d. 


——— 
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